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To our beloved fans who care enough to read this, 


We hate to disappoint you (we 


know you have been anxiously wait- 
ing for enlightened words to drip from our lips), but we really have 

little more to say than what has been aped in this issue. The last issue 
was dedicated to the expansion and restriction of the human mind, so 


Theme Poem 
XX Joseph Audoban Hunt 


The children called me Pumpkin-boy, 
and understandably so— 
I had glaucoma. 


it is only fair that we dedicate this one to the beauty of the natural 


body. 


You have heard our opinions, but we have yet to hear yours. 
we addressed issues that you feel strongly about? Do you think we 
have adopted too conservative or liberal a tone? You may have 
This can only be remedied by 
Life is a potluck, what are you bringing? Please 


noticed the lack of letters to the editor. 

your contributions. 

send submissions to: 
studentreview@byu.edu or 


Love, your faithful SR Editors 


SELLAKOLKS 


tee Rogan Ferguson == 


x that reads Police Beat might have the impression that 
Provo ts rife with low-life, overcoat-wearing, greasy-|\ tired per- 
verted men, ready to flood BYU and expose themselves to 
unsuspecting women. The reality is, many of these social mis- 
creants are students enrolled at the Lord’s University, who just 
think we should all take off our clothes once in a while. Two 
such individuals recently offered their side of the naked truth in 
exclusive interviews to Student Review. While their pseudonyms 
are Pippy (Longstocking) and Alice (in Wonderland), rest 
assured, they are real people who walk the campus every day. 


SR: So, Pippy, are you a flasher or a streaker? 

P: Definitely a streaker. 

SR: What does it mean for you to be a streaker? 

P: To me it means to be partially clothed or completely 
naked in a public place. I usually go topless, but some of 
my streaking friends will only wear panties, or go 
completely naked. Oh, we usually wear shoes 

SR: So that you can run from police? 

P: Lots of reasons. 

SR: How often do you streak? 

P: — Not that often. Usually just to celebrate special occasions 

SR: Like your birthday? 

P: More like a beautiful sunny day. When it’s nice outside, 
why wear clothes? 

SR: What is the difference between you and an exhibitionist? 

P: I just like the feeling of being naked. The exhibitionist is 
getting a sexual rise. 

SR: So are most male streakers exhibitionists? 

P: Male streaking is cool, as long as it isn’t sexual. Is this 
going to take much longer? | want to go to bed. 

SR: Just a couple more questions. Do you see your streaking 
as making a public statement? 

P: Yes. | am giving the message to the public to stop being so 
anal and get over it. Clothes are no fun. 

SR: Anything more you would like to say? 

P: This is my world, and I can be naked if I want to. 


SR: Alice, are you a flasher or a streaker? 

A: Neither. | am a naturalist. 

SR: Meaning? 

A: I do what feels natural. Sometimes it feels natural to be 
wearing clothes, and sometimes it feels natural to be naked. 

SR: So as a nudist. . . 

A: Naturalist. A nudist is a person who thinks people should 
be naked all the time. 

SR: So as a naturalist, do you ever get urges to be naked while 
you are attending classes at BYU? 

A: Yes. 1 get them a lot, but I don’t act on them when I am on 
campus. The cost would be too great. | value my student 
status at BYU. | usually follow my urges when I am at 
home, or lounging in the back yard, or in bed, or at some- 
one’s house where I am comfortable. 

SR: When you get these urges, do you go Full Monty? 

A: I will often go topless, but totally naked is far better. 

SR: Do you see your public nakedness as a message to Provo? 

A: The idea that men can go around topless, while women 
cannot is unfair. Particularly, our community stigmas 
about women breast-feeding are appalling. It doesn’t make 
sense for women to feel guilty for such a natural thing. 

SR: So what does going naked have to say about community 
stigmas? 

A: My nakedness is a way of protesting the way women are 
taught to be ashamed of their bodies, or the way that they 
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Some God curses with a broken heart 
and some with broken knee-caps. 
Have Me? 
God cursed me with both, 
and also glaucoma. 


When I enter my house 

containing hot chocolate milk 

and hot strawberry bathwater, 

I take my desultorinesses off of me, 
like all my clothes, 


and naked, | slide into a bathtub 

and dream 

1 am only blessed by God, 

to place my head into the mouths of lions 
and out 


I'm in all three rings of the circus 
and Saturn, 

I’m an acrobat 

taking an acrobath 


are held responsible for men’s uncontrolled sexual desire. 
A woman will often be blamed in a rape case because she 
was wearing revealing clothing. | am protesting that kind 
of attitude. But mostly I do it just because it feels natural. 
But won’t it defeat your purpose if people look at your 
nakedness in a sexual way? 

There is nothing inherently sexual about being naked. ‘That 
is an unhealthy notion that society teaches. It creates the 
conditions where the body can be objectified, i.e. pomogra- 
phy. In other cultures, where men and women wear hardly 
any clothing, they have healthier views about sex and their 
bodies. For them, being naked is not a sexual thing. It is 


just a natural part of life. 


What are your most memorable naked experiences? 

My best rena are a communion between me, nature, 
and God. Times like dancing in a rainstorm, or in the snow, 
where my nakedness helped me to be more in tune with 
nature, stick out in my mind. 

You sure like nature. 

I like the idea of having an erotic experience with the earth. 
| don’t mean erotic as an absolute sexual thing, but rather as 
a way of describing the oneness, the perfect connection | 
feel with nature when nothing is separating me from the 
elements. The ecstasy of it all is really quite mystical. 


: Until it begins to hail. 


Yeah. There are definitely times when it is better to protect 
yourself from the elements. 


: What do your roommates think of your dancing around the 


house naked? 

At first most of them were shocked and uneasy with it, but 
they got used to it pretty fast, and many of them started to 
join in. As people become more comfortable with their 
bodies, they start to feel better about lounging around and 
sleeping naked. 


: Have you ever been mentioned in Police Beat? 


I don’t think I have ever been mentioned there, but I could 
have been. I had one run in with the police. A few friends 
were streaking, and we eventually got comered. I was wor- 
ried that they would report it to BYU. Lucky for me, they 
didn’t. That was the first time that I realized how serious 
the laws about public nudity could be. 


: It must have been thrilling. 


Yes, but not in a sexual way. Thrilling in the sense that we 
were breaking social norms, and standing up for something 
we believe in. 


: It sounds like you have some respect for the law, even 


though you choose to break it. 

I have conflicting senses of duty. First my duty to myself, 
to do what I think is best and to be honest to who I am. 
Then I feel a duty to society, of which I am a member, and 
therefore feel some obligation to live by its norms. So I am 
tom between practicing my naturalism lawfully in my 
home, anc practicing acts of civil disobedience, hoping that 
attitudes will change. 


: So how did you get started in all of this? 


For me it started in the 3™ grade, when I was at a Girl 
Scout camp in the middle of a freezing winter night. The 
leaders taught us that we would be warmer if we were in 
our sleeping bags naked. I tried it and loved it. 

What you say kind of supports what they say about the Girl 
Scouts. 

What is that? 

Uhh... never mind. 
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Men and their Bodies 


 n my first day of preschool, the 
QO called us to come inside 

from the playground. At that par- 
ticular school, you had to form a line and 
file into the school one by one. | cut in 
line; I didn't know about the rule on my 
first day. 

All at once, | felt a great deal of pain 
and then found myself in the gravel by 
the sidewalk. Everyone in the group 
looked down to where I lay, and Jeff 
Grigney, in the center of the group, 
sneered down at me, "No butts!" he said. 
A chorus of "Yeah, no butts!" joined in. I 
didn't know what "no butts" meant (a butt 
was something I sat on), but I did know 
that I had just been pushed down by the 
school bully, that I was in pain, and that 
many people were showing me angry 
faces. 

I started crying, at which point the 
group pointed at me and said, "He's cry- 
ing!" and laughed. Other voices joined in: 
"Crybaby!" and "What.a weenie! He's 
crying!" This was new information for 
me; crying earns you scorn, as does 
butting. I fled to a corner of the play- 
ground and waited for the teacher to fetch 
me. 

That was years ago. I'm bigger now and 
have since given Jeff Grigney a sound 
drubbing, but something about that expe- 
rience stays with me. If people laugh at 
me, spurn me, or corner me somehow, | 
_ react. That's still wired into the deep- 
down parts of me. ; 

Maybe you've heard of a psychologist 
named Carol Gilligan. In the past, she's 
done a lot of research on women's and 
adolescent girls' issues. She's a major 
influence on the book Reviving Ophelia, 
Women's Ways of Knowing, and the . 
author of Jn a Different Voice. 

But lately, the good doctor has turned 
her attention to men. Well, boys. Her the- 
ory is that males' identity crises come at 
about the age of five years old-when they 
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haye to go from home out into public and 
are then taught by parents, other adults, 
and peers to act like a big boy. And you 
know what big boys don't do. 

Emotions allowed to males are of the 
kind that taste like bravado, assertion, 
intellect, and confidence. Unfortunately, 
that excludes a lot of other virtues: won- 
der, enjoyment, empathy, husbanding (in 
the same sense as husbandry), wildness, 
and the truth of a heartful mind. Heck, 
when's the last time you saw a guy at 
BYU express glee? 

The harmful effects of this training hap- 
pen in three areas: emotion, language, and 
the body. At that young age, males are 
taught to separate emotion from their 
bodies and from language. If you feel 
pain in your body, don't show it. If you 
feel joy. for Pete's sake don't jump around 
like .: fairy. If you feel fear, don't say it; 
instead, buy a No Fear window sticker. 
_The trouble is that the split happens 
before males have a decent enough grasp 
on language to understand what's hap- 
pened. We need language to make sense 
of things, and since the break from emo- 
tion happens before males have the ability 
to really think about it, emotion becomes 
a kind of on/off state, not a broad range 
of fluent possibilities. That means that as 
soon as a traditional male mindset 
encounters threatening emotions, it shuts 
them down in a number of gender-appro- 
priate ways: anger, stonewalling, intellec- 
tualism, a fist through a wall or a head 
through a window. You've seen these 
things before, but they're all ways of say- 
ing "I'm in control." 

I once saw a beer commercial that had 
black-and-white clips of men confessing 
insecurities about their bodies: "I. . . I've 
just got to accept it. I've got my mother's 
thighs." | laughed, and others did too. But 
why? 3 

The other night on the way to the hot- 
pots, my friends and I talked about the 
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ways that men talk about their bodies. A 
male can joke about his anatomy in ways 
that a woman can't. For instance, if a 
male refers to his equipment as his 
"Family Home Evening Kit" or his 
"Steely Dan," it's more likely to be funny 
(though crass) than if a woman were to 
similarly hail her own anatomy. Ifa 
woman does it, it's simply vulgar. 

Along similar lines, most of the com- 
mon names for parts of female bodies are 
created by men. The reason comes when 
we realize that at an early age men are 
taught to distance themselves from their 
own bodies. If males acknowledge their 
bodies by showing pain, they're consid- 
ered an "invalid" male, so they dissociate. 
By extension, they see others' bodies in 
similar ways. Also, men aren't required to 
answer to their bodies in ways that 
women are: menstrual cycles chiefly, but 
also pregnancy and our culture's premium 
on a woman's value as a visual object 
rather than a whole person. Men, on the 
other hand, just get prostate trouble, and 
that can be hidden. : 

This evasion of body and emotion is 
obviously a sorry state of affairs-bad for 
human relationships and crippling to self- 
knowledge. But what can be done? 
Awareness comes first. After that, there 
has to be a way or medium in which men 
can begin trying to recognize with lan- 


Bottom Nine 


Brutus 
Mr Boffo 
Duke 


Year-old parking tickets 
TVs that don’t work 
Spring Break 

The Black Oil 

Canned corn out of the can 


Peeps 


guage the way they encounter emotions, 
experience their own bodies, and see 
other bodies. For instance, I've been more 
aware lately of walking--the play between 
my hips and lower back as I walk--the 
weight shifting between my hip joints, the 
long dorsal muscles alternately flexing. | 
mentioned this to my roommates, and 
they didn't think I was a complete nutbar. 
So there's hope. But I'm still a long way 
from emotional fluency. 

Oh, by the way, I didn't really beat up 
Jeff Grigney. My family moved before | 
was big enough. 

Scott grew up in Rigby, Idaho. He's 29, 
a masters student in English, and if he 
wasn't planning on being a professor, he'd 
be a baker. He invites replies to his arti- 
cles. 
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Police Beat: the other side of the story. 


H 


ello. My name is Freedom Montgomery. I’ve been in Police Beat thirty-eight 
times. And everyone is so appalled: “Oh, that awful man, walking around without 
any clothes on. Oh, that awful, awful man.” | would enjoy, then, the justification 
of telling my side of the story. | am high on life. I’m not joking. I don’t drink moonshine 
or alkie or eat barbiturates or tranquilizer needles or Mary Jane, but instead, | get so 
drunk and happy, high, intoxicated, and euphoreal on life, my head reels. I’m not kidding. 

My head in the clouds, my eyes delirious, | lose all track of time and space, and con- 
sciousness. I wake up, miles away from where | live, like in the HFAC, for example, and 
I’m naked.-It’s true. “How bizarre,” I think to myself, because it is. It really amazes me 
every time it happens. : 

It takes me three hours or so to fully regain consciousness, and in the meantime, I just 
walk it off. Isn’t that what they tell you to do all the time? “Walk it off, son. Walk it off.” 
| have a theory, in the meantime, that hoboes steal my clothes. You see some pretty nice- 
dressed hoboes walking around, don’t you? Of course. I’m pretty well-groomed and well- 
dressed--until, of course, they steal my clothes, and then I’m naked. 

And don’t get me wrong. You think I want to be walking around without clothes on? No, 
of course not. It’s ridiculous, and embarrassing, humiliating. | like wearing clothes as 
much as the next guy. I’m no sick-minded, perverted weirdo deriving satisfaction from 


any of this. I’m no revolutionary, chock-filled with anger, anti- Honor Code, pushing polit- 
ical agendas or hashish. No. I’m just the dreamy- and hazy-eyed victim of my happiness 


and highness on life--so much so, | can’t keep my feet on the ground, or tell hula-hoops 
from Hi-C. Mmm. Delicious hula-hoops. 
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ot springs are good for your skin. They’re mythi- 
H:: healing, smoking, relaxing, eerie, calming, 
muddy, free and magical. 

Memories are created at hot springs. My scout leader’s 
idea of an activity entailed piling us all into a 15-passen- 
ger van and taking us to the hot pots. It was easy for him 
and fun for us. Many buttcheeks were pressed against 
the steamy windows of the van to the roar of the troop 
members that were still outside toweling off. On another 
occasion the car I was riding in ran off the road at 3 am 
on a cold December night. Two tires blew out and we 
were obliged to jog nine miles back to the main highway 
to hitch a ride to Provo! We played a game to keep our 
minds from thinking of our freezing “arses.” First, my 
bud Chad sang a line from a song with the word “rock.” 
Then I had to do the same thing, and it goes on back and 


forth. “Lets get the Rock out of here . . .” “We built this 
city on Rock and roll. . .” “For those about to Rock, we 
salute you...” 


A defining memory was made when the police kicked 
us out of the Midway hot springs. We had been soaking 
for at least two hours, so when I got out of the water, | 
staggered from being so relaxed. The police officer had 
me blow on his nose because he thought I was drunk! In 
that moment I realized the cosmic connection between 
the hot springs and the stars. If you have ever watched 
Star Trek you’ve probably heard of “synthehol.” |: 
makes the consumer feel just like he’s drunk, but the 
effects can be reversed instantaneously and there are no 
hangovers. Drink up the hot springs experience till 
you're tipsy because there are no negative side effects. 

Hot springs are a good place to chat idly with new peo- 
ple. I’ve met folks from NY, Nevada, California, 
Colorado, NJ, Maryland, France, Canada, and many 
other places. Unfortunately, none of the people I meet at 
the springs become friends because I never see them 
again. But they give me a sense of adventure and a 
desire to go someplace far away and new. Some of the 
people have a hot-springs-obsession and when they tray- 
el they seek out a new hot spring wherever they happen 
to be. Books like Great Hot Springs of the West can help 
you get to springs you’ve never been to before. 

This entire page was born of a desire to find the naked 
truth. Hot springs, like truth, are best enjoyed in the buff. 
(Though it is this author’s opinion that you should keep 


Diamond Fork Hot Springs 


ou get what you pay for. A trip to the hot springs, 
y however, is free. In my travels to three different 

hot.springs last week I learned that the journey is 
the payment due. The Diamond Fork hot springs lie near 
the top of a mountain south of Spanish Fork. It's an hour 
drive and then an hour hike each way, but definitely the 
most beautiful surroundings of all the springs we visited. 

The hike was well worth it. We knew we were close 

when we began to notice signs along the trail cautioning 
us of "NUDE BATHERS AT SPRING" and warning us 
of the "CLOTHING OPTIONAL" conditions there. We 
finally reached a great fissure in the rock from which 
steamy hot water was pouring into a pool formed by a 
small branch of the nearby river. One of the first things 


Diamond 
Fork 


Price/Manti 


-Take I-15 South to 
Price/Manti exit. 

-Follow that road 
straight. 5? miles past 
Trojan Explosives look 
for the D. Fork sign 

-Follow the road 8 miles 
to Sixth Water 
Parking Lot 

-Cross the bridge and 
follow the trail east 


your swimming suit on if you’re with that special some- 
one or if the idea of going naked freaks you out.) When 
you go naked you don’t have to take anything with you 
but a towel. You come to the water’s edge and you lose 
everything that is on you. The simplicity is calming. You 
shouldn’t wear a swimming suit and then take it off in 
the water. You have to take your clothes off while you’re 
on the shore. Then act completely normal and get in like 
nothing is different than any other time you’ve gone 
swimming. When going naked, the experience is nothing 
out of the ordinary. You forget about it once you’re in 
the water. However, looking back you feel free like 
Tommy from the rock opera. 

In the period of one week, SR visited 3 different hot 
springs. | had some reservations about doing this article 
because it might spoil the springs if too many people 
started showing up. Then I realized that if more people 
like the readers of SR came to the springs, they would be 
better places. The authors of the three following articles 
were asked to “review” one of three hot springs: Lehi, 
Diamond Fork, or Midway. They were asked to write 
something that would give readers an idea of the distinct 
flavor of each hot spring. Instructions to the springs in 
Diamond Fork are the only instructions found in these 
reviews. It’s not certain if people are really allowed at 
the other two. The best advice anyway is to find some- 
one who knows how to get there and get them to take 
you. Enjoy. 

Basic hot springs survival: Take a flashlight, one liter 
of water, trail mix, and a towel. Its nice to wear hiking 
boots to Diamond Fork. 


Bw 
NUDE BATHE 


we noticed was the faint sulfur smell. Mother Nature 
herself heats this water; she doesn't use heating coils or 
chlorine. The sulfur makes it hot and the constant flow 
keeps it clean the natural way. In about ten minutes we 
were used to it and couldn't smell it anymore. We found 
a large rock and prepared to strip down. Although the 
trail signs had advertised swimming as nature intended, 
the mood of the evening was a little more on the formal 
side. A bright fire in the corner seemed to keep everyone 
modest. So I stripped down to my shorts and dipped a 
toe in the water. It felt cold and I wondered how the peo- 
ple in the water could feel so comfortable. I dipped my 
foot in again in a slightly different spot and was nearly 
burned. I then realized that the different inlets of water 
created swirls of hot and cold, mixing together away 
from the sources. I took a leap of faith and found myself 
in a nice warm spot with waves of heterogenous hot and 
cold occasionally flowing over my body like slippery 
hands. 

] like it hot. After a little wading I found a just-below- 


Ode to a Hot Pot Safari 
pei Suzette Widdison 


They gave us a quest 
We became quite obsessed 
With searching for the Naked Truth 


Crammed in to our cars 
It wasn’t too far : 
We arrived at the Fountain of Youth. 


Shiny with mud 
In the moon sat a tub 
That was hotter than hell on a Sunday 


Around it were weeds 
And rotting damp reeds 
Been there since the very first Monday. 


So in to the tub 
Jumped the Full Monty Club 
They were grateful that they couldn't see 


The filth and the dirt 
An abandoned pink shirt 
And unmentionables flying free. 


They sat and they roasted 
Until they were toasted 
Some of them looked ninety-nine 


Wrinkled fingers and toes 
A rudolph-red nose 
But they still thought that they were just fine. 


Until, deciding to exit, 
One said, “oh vex it 
One flashlight for five and no moon 


We'll languish in bushes 


‘Til our white tushes 
Can guide home us crazy old prunes.” 


scalding corner, sat down on the silty sand and soaked in 
the mineral water and starry night sky. Sore muscles 
seemed to melt away as my body temperature climbed to 
unhealthy levels. With frequent visits to the cooler areas 
of the pool or even the main river body nearby I was 
able to stand nearly two hours of sweet therapeutic heat. 
The quiet of the natural setting left the crackling of the 


fire, the rush of a Mterfall and occasional voices as the 


only additions to complete serenity. 1 was surprised to 
realize how much time had passed and that we needed to 
be heading back. We dried off, watching our hot bodies 
steam in the cold air. Then we put our clothes back on 
and drifted back down the trail, our bodies humming in 
tune with the elements and our heads buzzing with 
fatigue. The walk and drive home seemed to fly by, the 
calming powers of the hot springs carrying me all the 
way home and into the most deep and restful sleep of my 
life. Forget your night at Movies 8 or Village Inn; give 
your body and mind the treat of their life at your local 
hot springs. 
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another Student Review staff meeting, I think to 

myself, "What am I doing here with all these 
weirdos!" And then I remember that they're my ticket to 
the Lehi hot pots tomorrow . . . and then I remember that 
they're probably going to get naked. 

"Oh! What to do!?," I scream on the inside. "Is it worth 
it, seeing this motley passel of independent press writers 
become one with nature just for the sake of getting direc- 
tions!" 

Looking around, I perceive that it is possible, even like- 
ly, that they just might blindfold me on the way up any- 
way, specifically to prevent just that. I strike a deal: I'll 
wear the blindfold in the hot pots if they'll let me look 
out the windows on the drive up. Hehehe- The old 
switcheroo. So far, they're not onto me. 

What was that!?--I catch a shrewd sideways glace from 
one co-editor to the next and am suddenly ill at ease. I'm 
scoping out the terrain between me and the nearest exit 
when it comes to me: I quote Henry David Thoreau. 
Luckily, this does the trick; the lions are appeased. I 
throw in an idiosyncratic Mormon culture diss, and the 
hounds are off my scent. I incorporate the words 
quixotic, parsimonious, and butt-cheek into a sentence, 
and we all end up the merrier. 

Not only that, but now all of my real friends will have 
an experienced guide for the future! I have sacrificed 
myself for the sake of others. I, Wendy Thomas, have 
given my life for a cause. I have fallen into a freakish 
crowd, done my civic duty, given ‘til | had nothing more 
to give, potentially submitted myself to a few ominous 
subsequent date invitations, and gone on before for all 
those kindred who may never otherwise have the oppor- 
tunity. J have learned the way to the Lehi Hot Pots! and 
also become an official member of the Student Review 
staff. 1 have arrived in the world of secret Utah outdoor 
recreational facilities. Literally. 

I get out of the car, and it's a five minute jaunt through 
ankle-deep mud. If the ground wasn't so cold, it would 
be therapeutic. On the other hand, at least I know the 
steaks I buried a few yards back won't go bad before I 
get them home to the freezer. With every step I feel my 
flip-flops flinging mud on those behind me, following 
my flashlight. Well, I don't actually feel it myself, as my 


S itting in the corner of the Brimhall Atrium at yet 


Happy bathers at Lehi Hot Springs -- All photos by A. Scott Haycock 


feet are numb, but it's just as sensational knowing that it 
is being flung on people. Hehehe. ; 


Anyway, it turns out that the Lehi hot pots are really no 
hot pots at all! I reach for my blindfold, hearing voices 
on every side, chanting and screaming, saying something 
about how they were going to eat my steaks after they 
killed me, and since I was the only one un-blindfolded 
on the way up, I'd be the only one who would know how 
to find my body and wouldn't be any good to the police 
in the end after all!-Nooooo0000000! 

"Conform and be dull!" I plead. "BYU sucks!"—under 
the circumstances, I can't think of anything more origi- 
nal. I hear a sort of plaintive feline-esque-ishness within 
my own voice and know that I'm a goner. From this 
point on, they won't be convinced. What had begun as a 
labor of love for my non-native-to-Utah friends had 
quickly taken an ugly turn for some sort of sick SR 
mole-hunt! I knew I wasn't in cahoots with any skinny- 
dipper-citing cops, but I myself had just been witness to 
the cougar in- me betraying my own vocal cords, giving 
more than sufficient cause for suspicion to those radical, 
liberal, facial-hair-growing Student Reviewers. Despite 
my new authentic-DI anarchy-plastered t-shirt and labo- 
riously-two-week-haired legs, they keep circling. "some- 
thing, something, something, Walden Pond!” I hear 
myself roar, and suddenly feel an acute, ripping stab in 
my forehead. At this point, the point when the Excedrin I 
had taken three hours earlier began to wane, I remember 
that I had forgotten to take the cookies out of the oven 
that I was going to deliver to the boys across the 
street.—Aaah, Jason Luke. He's so cute when he gets that 
chocolate-chip spit coagulate residue accumulated in the 
corners of his lips. Mmm, those lips! I remember the 
first day I could actually tell what he was saying across 


the noisy, crowded room at ward prayer. He had worn 
his gold San Francisco 49ers tie that day and suspenders. 
There's just something about a guy in suspenders. I'd 
overheard his roommate say something about a girl 
something-or-other back home, but I knew that someday 
he was going to walk up to me and say, "Wendy 
Thomas, why did it take me so long to decode your cute 
little anonymous notes?-- Will you make me cookies for 
the rest of eternity?" He probably would have even said 
it that day had Rodney Wilber not kept crossing my line 
of sight/disrupting my five-second-rule progress every 
three seconds. Stinky Rodney Wilber! 

"Look!" I hear someone say. While my life has been 
flashing before my eyes they've stopped circling. "Her 
blood isn't true blue through and through!" 

As I lay in the mud, weeping in despair, a kindly leech 
has emerged to attach himselfto my arm. Amongst all 
the naked and, presumably, therefore, sensitive people 
present, only he had seen my plight and offered mercy. I 
decided then and there that I was forever going to nur- 
ture that leech, naming him Peter, and coddling him to ° 
my tear-stained cheek, which he promptly latched onto. 

With Peter happily glommed onto my face, I now real- 
ize that, somehow, in all the hubbub, my blindfold has 
been removed. I peer from naked Student Reviewer to 
naked Student Reviewer, my captors, and catch a foggy 
glimpse of what seems to be a hot pot in the background 
after all. Sniffing the air, | realize that it's true—salva- 
tion!--and without a moment's loss make way for the 
mortal quicksand lying beneath the sulfuric waters: Peter 
and I dive head-first into the eternally-deep murk, and 
the lapping of the Lehi hot pots forever washes away the 
horrible sight of the quadriverate editors-in-chief naked. 


Temperature Scale 


patriots insist it is in Arizona. May I offer my own location 
for the hottest spot on earth: the Midway hot springs. 

These springs offer a unique environment for the expansion of 
minds and search of truth, naked and otherwise. The almost-boiling 
water is unadulterated, straight from the center of the earth. I had 
never been there before, but began to suspect that "Come on, just 
jump right in!" was perhaps not the best advice, especially if it is 
coming from someone standing on the edge. 

Those of us with human skin, complete with nerves, need adjust- 
ment time. So here's the process for entering the Midway hot 
springs: stick a toe in. Exclaim about how hot it is (edit your speech 
depending on the company). Take the toe out. Repeat with another 
toe. Discuss how to possibly drop the temperature of the water 
(hint: ice cream sandwiches don't work). Finally, give up and just 
drop in. Then, and this is the important part, sit very, very still. If 
you don't move, you only have to absorb the heat from.the water 
droplets directly in contact with your skin. Once you've done this, it 
cools down considerably and is almost bearable. However, as soon 
as this occurs, someone will talk, laugh, burp, breathe, etc. and you 
have to work out another solution. 

Plan B is to perch on a rock. The steam that settles just above the 
water is the perfect temperature, if a little noxious, and wallowing in 
it makes for a very relaxing evening. The downside to this is that 
you've come all the way to the infamous Midway hot pots just to sit 
on a rock. The upside is that you don't end up with second degree 
burns. 

But don't think for a moment that it is just the temperature that 
makes Midway so hot. Oh, no. There's much more. The stars, the 
moon, the clear night, the flashing red and blue lights . . . 


S ome claim it's in the Middle East. Some say Nigeria. The 


Oh, yes. Did I mention Midway has cops? And apparently they 
aren't familiar with the WELCOME carved in stone at the hot 
springs. If you are brave enough to try and find this spot, take along 
an expert. (That's what-we did.) This expert should be able to spot 
the police from a mile away, then evade him by driving around the 
metropolis of Midway for ten or fifteen minutes. As part of the sce- 
nic drive, I recommend going past the country club. It is all decked 
out with Christmas lights, and provides a welcome distraction from 
the stars and the skunks. 

The main thing to understand about this hot spring is that it isn't a 
bathtub. A soft, slimy carpet of moss covers the bottom and a lot of 
the rocks. Occasionally I thought something was crawling on me, 
though I can't imagine how anything could survive in there. The 
source of the aroma was a shallow, cool area on the other side of a 
small dam, and we never quite determined what exactly the greenish 
brownish muck floating on it was. This is truly nature at its finest. 

And as for the dress code: nudity isn't recommended. There is not 
much protection in the way of reeds, the water is a little too clear, 
and you may bake to a nice blistery red if you stay submerged too 
long. Besides, a swimsuit at least offers nominal protection to areas 
in which you may want to retain your nerve endings. Plus, it would- 
n't be good to be naked if the sheriff stops by to kick you out. 

With everyone clothed, one of the greatest aspects of natural hot 
springs are the deep conversations that come out late at night when 
everyone is overheated. | would relate ours to you if | could 
remember them, but hot water has different effects on different peo- 
ple. Despite the water life, the cops, and the possible brain damage, 
the fact remains: if you crave high temperatures, Midway is the 
place to be. 
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THE NAKED SPOOF 


Saal 


Separated at Birth? ” 2°., 


With the tightening up 
of religious restrictions 
in the former Soviet 
Union, many members 
of the LDS faith have 
grown worried that 
political backlash 
against American 
churches might spell an 
end for Mormon prose- 
lytizing in the Eastern 
Block. Well fear not, 
fellow faithful! You have 
nothing to worry about 
as long President 
Bateman is on the beat. 
“President 
Bateman!?,”you 
beseech. It is Student 
Review’s exclusive priv- 
ilege to OUT President 
Bateman as none other 
than Boris Yeltsin! The 
SR crime labs have 
determined a 57% prob- 
ability DNA match 


-Photo by A. Scott Haycock 


Top ten reasons why it's easier to go to the temple than to BYU: 


The temple won't make you go home and shave. 


You only get interviewed one time per year. 


based on gum tissue 
samples taken from a 
discarded toothbrush at 
the Bateman residence 
(we recommend a softer 
bristle to our readers) 
and from several 
unspecified stains on a 
pair of ticket stubs for a 
Moscow performance of 
the Rocky Horror 
Picture Show. Rumors 


immediately began to fly 


around the SR offices 
that perhaps President 
Bateman has been redi- 
recting funds from the 
flagging Russian econo- 
my to fund his own 
bustling Lighting the 
Way capital campaign! 
As of last night at 3:00 
a.m. the Batemans were 
refusing to answer calls 
in response to these alle- 
gations. 


Always enough parking. 


Finished construction 100 years ago. 


Bit and Bitter: Idiot Conversations 


Ryan “bit-o-honey” Hamilton 


Having good frrends is swell. It can come in quite use- 


Ryan “festering canker of bitterness” Honaker 


Following is as much of the conversation as we can 


remember: 


ful in case you are stranded in the middle of the desert | Ryan: Shotgun. 


with nothing but a suitcase full of toothpaste and your 


Ryan: Rock-off. 


sister’s wedding dress. (Don’t ask.) The next best reason Ryan: Dude, you can’t challenge a shotgun call. 


to have good friends is idiot conversations. There is a Ryan: Uh-uh. : 
certain spontaneity and synergy that only occurs Ryan: Nu-uh. 
between people who know each other really well, or Ryan: Uh-uh. 
between a music\dance\theater major and anyone else Ryan: Nu-uh. 


that isn’t fast enough to get away from them. Some use 
this synergy to change the world for good, such as 
Watson and Crick; Watson and Holmes; and Watson, 


Jones and Watson. 


We, on the other hand, prefer to use it to argue the 
inane. For example, several weeks ago a lengthy debate 
ensued regarding the calling of shotgun. The first docu- 
mented calling of shotgun occurred in 64 AD when 
Reginald, son of the emperor Tiberius, called that he got 
to ride “spear” in his father’s chariot. Since that time the 
rules of shotgun have been, for the most part, well 
established. Some bylaws, however, are still currently 


under debate. 


Remember kids, 
the no-bra look is 


unacceptable at the 
Lord's University. 


Temple workers won't get in trouble if everyone passes. 


Temple wants you to come back year after year after year... 


Temple costs the same every year... 10%. 


The final exam in the temple isn’t for a very long time yet. 


The temple doesn't care where you live. 


If you can't go yourself, someone else will do the work for you. 


PS: AND, | can walk on the temple grass! 


This went on for approximately half an hour. We 
argued sides like two rabid dogs over a smaller, slower 
rabid dog. You need to understand that we were com- 


pletely serious. That’s the joy of idiot conversations. 


“shut-up.” 


any way. 


Both of us knew that it was ridiculous, but we were 
both determined to win. Maybe not so much win as see 
the other person fail. The debate raged on until Ryan 
won by pulling out the Goldberg of all argument-enders: 


Those of you who have had idiot conversations know 
what we’re talking about. As for the rest of you, we 
suggest you try it. Chances are you sound like an idiot 


DEVIL'S ADVOCATE - 


FIGHTING AGAINST MAINSTREAM SOCIETY 


I would like to address a scandal 
that has haunted the world for the 
last couple of months or so. When 
it was first announced, approval 
ratings dropped drastically, gas 
prices went up, and mothers were 
afraid to Jet their children outdoors. 
My own life has gone through 
some major changes because of the 
incident, as | am sure yours have. 
Yes, I’m talking about the accusa- 
tions against the purple Teletubbie, 
Tinkie Winkie, of being gay. 

I have been a die-hard Teletubbies 
fan ever since | first saw them back 
in ‘98. Not only are they hilarious 
for grown ups to watch, they also 
teach our children important real 
life skills such as playing with 
balls, dancing like idiots, and wav- 
ing “byebye”. Personally, my 
favorite teletubbie is Poe. | like 
his/her red epidermis, and I think 
the circle on Poe’s head really com- 
plements his/her television screen. 

Out of curiosity I made a survey 
that I gave to many UVSC students 
and three BYU students (which is 
all you need at BYU for a demo- 
graphically sound survey) about 
their feelings toward the teletub- 
bies. The results are astonishing: 


Highly favorable 
Medium favorable 


Regular old favorable 


Unleaded favorable 
No opinion 

Sort of leaning toward 
unfavorable 
Unfavorable 
Extremely unfavorable 


Question: How would you rate 
your overall approval of the way 
the teletubbies have represented 
themselves as children’s television 
superstars? 

So unfavorable that you would 
actually write a letter to the Daily 
Universe and come up with bizarre 
scriptures from the Book: of 
Mormon condemning those who 
advocate the viewing of the hereti- 
cal antics of the Teletubbies: 99% 

I think that I need to mention here 
that the 1% highly favorable per- 
centage exists only because I gave 
the survey to Tinky Winky himself, 
who is presently a UVSC student 
trying to get an education now that 
his television career is over. 

Why does everyone hate the 
Teletubbies so much? Are they that 
much different than any other pre- 
schooler television show? Was any- 
one really all that surprised when 
they announced that Tinky Winky 
is gay? It took me only ten seconds 
of observing him to figure that out. 
What Television kids’ hero isn’t 
gay? Remember the mannequin 
“Jeff” from “Today’s Special’? 
He’s obviously gay. Remember that 
afroguy with the spandex outfit 
with a skeleton and human organs 
on it? Try and convince me he’s not 
gay. What about Captain 
Kangaroo? The-rumor is he’s Ozzie 
Osbourne’s dad. Ever wonder how 
Ozzie got so messed up? That’s 
right, his father’s a homosexual. 

So stop judging the teletubbies. 
Don’t make me pull out a nasty 
scripture from Habbakuk condemn- 
ing-you all for your judgements 
against them. 


Feel free to write and complain to 


Jim at grubas@juno.com ~ 


Please support our advertisers; we can't print without them! 
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motorcycle can be a doorway to a 
legitimate natural high. Right now 
winter is crumbling like gritty road 
‘ice between the mountain's teeth. On the 
winter-summer border there is a moment that 
a motorcycle can move you on. You've read 
show reviews. This is an SR motorcycle road 
review. 

The ride of the month is what I like to call 
the Art City Trail. It starts at the old Provo 
cemetery on south State Street. Ride that 
road straight through Springville, and at the 
end of Springville follow the sign pointing to 
Spanish Fork. Take a right at the end of that 
road. There are no more turns. Just make 
tracks like a motion-photograph over the 

_ freeway and out towards the lake. Eventually 
you'll come to a 90 degree curve (the only 
one on the road.) Follow the road just a bit 
farther to a street sign on the left with the 
numbers 6800 S. and 4800 W. Pull off onto 
that dirt road. : 

The Art City Trail scenery is not pure 
"country mouse" territory. Do you know 
what a landrise is? It's when you shoot over 
an arched bridge and the land comes up as 
you reach the top. Blasting over I-15 you 
take in the landrise, and the pastoral smells 
hint at how you would have to work off 
some gasoline from a local farmer if you hit 
empty. In contrast, the splattering of radio 
towers and phone lines gets in your eyes. 
The mood of the trail is like contemplating a 
fresh dandelion salad full of gravel; it's sub- 
ject to personal interpretation. 

Make sure that the novel quirks of this trail 
don't escape your notice. The city services 


must not make it to the west side of I-15 
because people still have X-mas trees sitting 
on the lawn. Look to see how many brands 
of beer cans you can see around the phone 
poles from the weekend get-togethers. | had 
a good-natured smile, as wide as the face 
guard on my helmet, because of the spice of 
life at the city limits. 

The road conditions on a dry day are 
between good and average. There are no 
major holes or surprises. On many sections a 
foot of the road's edge is frosted with gravel. 
I wouldn't recommend the trail at night. 

The best time is from 4:00 p.m. to sunset. If 
you followed the instructions at the begin- 
ning of this article, you are now sitting on a 
dirt road at 6000 S. and 4800 W. Sit and 
ponder your own interpretation of the ride. 
Destination is not a place as much as it is a 
sense of fulfillment. There are no instruc- 
tions to get back. 

Point towards home and find your own way 
on a new road and a new trail. 
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R BENEFIT CONCERT 


Reading Days Shindig 
State Mental Hospital Amphitheater 


* Stigma* 
Specter 
Kung Fu Suckas 


Hugh Nibley & the Cult of Management 
SR Jug Band 


The Truth About The War of the Buttons 


0, this movie does NOT have anything to do with child porn, however, 

it is a children’s movie and does have a hilarious scene having to do 

with this issue’s theme: The Naked Truth. The War of the Buttons, 
based on a French folktale, is an Irish film capturing the essence of kid-dom. 
Fergus and Jerome (a.k.a. Geronimo), are two generals at war between neigh- 
boring, class rifted boroughs. However, rather than actually killing off all prog- 
eny between one another’s rival clans, the kids turn the age-old grudge-match 
into a matter of honor. In the small Irish towns of Bally and Carrick Dowse, 
where money is tight and gewgaws are unheard of, the troops of lads (and two 
or three lasses) learn the value of hard work and ingenuity. Button-less shirts 
become battle-wounds, and handfuls of, in essence, small, plastic, shirt-fasten- 
ers become trophies to the notion of worth. 

While there are many lessons to be learned in this film, including a few chap- 
ters in juvenile Irish slang, this movie is by no stretch soporific. The characters 
are all boys’ boys: even the girls. Their almost reckless innocence, imagination, 
and fiery spirits leave never a dull moment. This movie gets back to the basics, 
the roots of our natures, without taking the same turn as The Lord of the Flies 
The War ofthe Buttons is a monument to no-holds-barred youthfulness, and 
can and should be rented from your closest video store. 


THERE’S A HOT NEW SHOW IN TOWN! 


“A FAST, FRENETIC BATTLE OF WIT.” 


LOCATED AT WRAPSODY IN PROVO 
ON THE CORNER OF 100 NORTH AND UNIVERSITY 


SHOWTIMES FRIDAYS AT 7:30 AND 9:45 P.M. 


TICKETS $6.00 


CALL 377-5454 FOR RESERVATIONS 


Student Review 


0009-SZE- 
OA0sd Amid AYSIOAIUN N YZZL 
66/SL/v dXJ Je!0eds youn| 
Jo uodnoo Jayj0 Aue y}Im poob jon 
ezziq Buiddo, 
| abe e 306 
&ZZIq swaidns 
VZZild Jay 


0009-SZE 
e jab yuLG 9g 
pejes uapiey 
VWZZld 3384 


Ee: 
=] 
fe) 
= 
o 
Be} 
o 
Q. 
o 
m 
x 
U0 
is 
= 
= 
Q 
“ 
oO 
o 


4 
JO uodnod Jauyjo Aue y}IM poob JON 


0009-SZE 
YIIMPUES uZ 
e 39H pue syuuig 
HOIMGQNVS 335eu4 


66/SL/¥ Xa Jeloeds youn| 
JO uodnos Jayj}o Aue y}IM poob jon 


Z 8 yYoIMpues |} 


-_ 
~~ 
= 
r-% 
r4 
c 
3. 
Fy 
v. 
2 
z 
2 
3 
° 
ak 
x 
- 
r4 
LS; 
=) 
FS 
a. 
2 
Z 
2 
2 
°o 


A P Ri 
SUNDAY MONDAY 


5 


Artful Tales: free 
storytelling, BYU 
Museum of Art, 7 & 
8pm 


Vi, 


Artful Tales: free sto- 
rytelling, BYU Museam 
od Art 

7 & 8pm 
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The Best 
Pizza in 
Utah! 


6 


Dawn Upshaw: 7:30pm, 
Provo Tabernacle, $14 


7 


The Westerleys: alter- 
native country, 7pm, call 
Boyd 375-4072 for 
details 


My Man Friday 
(ska): BYU, 10:30- 
11:00pm, Free 


Celtic harpist Sue 
Richards, Fiddlesticks: 
7pm, call Boyd 375-4072 
for details : 
Collage, Salt La 
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Ballet West: Spring 


Come and watch your 
favorite NBA & 
Major League 
Baseball teams on 
our big screen 


TVs! 


q a” tn 
"SPORT? 


1774 N. University Pkwy 
Provo 
in Brigham’s Landing 


Z 


Int'l Cinema: El Sur, 
Dancing at Lughnasa, 
250 Kimball Tower, 


Int‘! Cinema: David, 
Raise the Red Lantern, 
Stalker 


alternative country, 
7pm, call Boyd 375- 
4072 for details 


Utah Symphony: 
7:30pm, de Jong, $10 


of 


{Cosy Sheridan: folk, 
7pm, call Boyd 375- 
14072 for details 


[Ballet West: Spring 


_ BYU Women's 
‘Conference 


thank you, please come again 
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